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tradesmen seemed to me but a new form 'of pauperising, especially for a class never backward in obtaining pleasure.
" If they would each do more public service it would be all right," I would argue to my husband, " but the majority accept all and give nothing."
" They will learn the joy of giving when they know more," he would reply. " At least in a small way luxuries are being nationalised."
Perhaps he was right. He usually was, but I felt that, in any case, the opportunity of service for others should be offered to those who themselves were being served so generously.
One afternoon in 1898 Mrs. Winkworth was entertaining the Union; the apple blossom was out, and the gardens and tennis lawns were aglow with May sunshine, abetting by their lavish beauty our hostess, whose hospitality included the sharing of her home treasures as well as much dainty food. As I sat in the verandah I told a few of my women friends what I thought.
" Can you wait here," said Miss Wild and Miss Hickling, " while we all go and fetch some of the others, and then will you say again to them what you have just said to us ? "
Each messenger brought back a few friends until a little crowd had gathered, and to them all I told of the workhouse wards where the aged sat day after day joyless, without duties or interests, waiting for death; of the rough girls whose whole lives could be transfigured by the gift of some months' training; of ailing little children who could be received into the country and made stronger if they could be cleaned and planned for; of the need for service in countless ways that were not dramatic nor even interesting, Then I said, too, though it required some tact—for while one pleaded for those who suffered, one had to avoid causing the suffering of offence—that the Students' Union was evei receiving hospitality without even proposing to offer th.€ sacrifice of time, strength, or money involved in making a return. How could any of those present give Mrs. Wink-worth pleasure ? It was not possible, but it was possible to accept her gifts and pass them on.
This talk founded theccToynbee Guild of Compassion.5' Its name was perhaps more fanciful than I should have selected but from the first hour that the ladies met in the Warden5} Lodge drawing-room, they governed the society, and frora it many sad lives have been gladdened and ennobled.